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The first time I saw your mag I 
told myself, "Here comes another 
crummy magazine." Boy, was I 
wrong! 

There are two questions I want 
to ask: 

1: Is the editor's name really 
Marv Wolfman? 

2: Is CRAZY ever going to put 
out a paperback book? 

I read your latest issue and I 
really like your version of West- 
world. I saw the movie and read 
the bpok, but after seeing your 
version, i think you should've 
made the movie instead. 

Three more reasons that I like 
that issue are: Streakers, Nixon- 
land, and History Of Moosekind. 

Keep up the good (yeechh) 
work. 

FREDDY PHILLIPS 
Farmerville, LA. 

The first time we saw your let¬ 
ter we told ourselves, "Here 
comes another crummy letter." 
Boy, were we right! 


You're probably asking yourself 
why a reject issue of CRAZY? 
Why not an issue featuring the 
very best elephant jokes from the 
1960's? How about the raucous 
humor of those now-famous mo¬ 
ron jokes from the fifties? Gee, 
when you think about it, we could 
even feature an entire issue of 
desert island gags, or pictures of 
prisoners in dungeons with funny 
captions like "Well, it's cured my 
arthritis!" So, why a reject issue 
of CRAZY? 

To tell the full story, we must 
go back in time to those years be¬ 
fore the oceans drank Atlantis . 
before the coming of the barbar¬ 
ian hordes which overran the 
world, Bayonne, New Jersey, in¬ 
cluded. Yes, back then, over a 


You want answers, Freddy ole 
boy, well... 

1: No, Marv Wolfman isni his 
real name. It’s Marv Frankenstein, 
but he changed it because it 
sounded too ethnic. 

2: Yes, we will be publishing 
CRAZY Paperback books. In fact, 
we already are. The first one is 
currently on the market with the 
title: “The Presidential Tran¬ 
scripts.” See if you don’t laugh af¬ 
ter you read that one, CRAZIO- 
PHILE! 


After I finished reading CRAZY 
#4, I immediately sent a letter to 
each of the nine people who had 
their letters printed on this page. 
I asked them what they really 
thought of CRAZY. Well, need¬ 
less to say I received no answers. 
This kept me up at night trying to 
figure out why. Then, in CRAZY 
#5 you confessed. You wrote all 
those letters. Boy, was I disap¬ 
pointed. I’m sure glad Don Mc¬ 
Gregor killed you. You deserved 
it for that dirty trick. 

DAVID J. ROY 

441 Green St. 

N. Weymouth, Mass. 

And we bet when some other 
clown writes to find out what you 
thought of CRAZY, he won’t get 
any answers either. But then, any¬ 
one would know we didn't make 
you up, after all, why would we 
invent anyone with two first 
names? 


flaming cauldron of sterno. sat 
the wizard C'doodoo, and on that 
evil morn he spake, "To all ye 
Gods who dare listen to your ser¬ 
vant, what should be published 
in the seventh issue of CRAZY 
Magazine?" The Gods, not par¬ 
ticularly interested in humor 
mags, said, "Who gives a C’doo- 
doo?” And on that day it was de¬ 
cided to publish an entire reject 
issue of CRAZY, the magazine 
that dares to be dumb. 

We combed our back files, and 
brushed our current files to find 
all the material we couldn’t stand 
to present in our first six issues to 
give you a special summer treat 
to retch up before returning to 
school, work, or prison. 

In the meantime, we'd like to 



Have you no respect for Bay¬ 
onne? As a former Bayonne-ite, 
l can tell you that Bayonne is a 
nice, well-kept town next to Jer¬ 
sey City. 

I have just one thing to say: 
There are many cities in New Jer¬ 
sey funnier than Bayonne. Take 
"Ong's Hat" which is near Mount 
Misery. Would you like it if I poked 
fun at New York? 

VICTOR STARR 
Cherry Hill, N.J. 


You're right, it was wrong of us 
to make fun of Bayonne. Well 
start making fun of Cherry Hill 
instead. Cherry Hill, what a dumb 
name. Ha! Ha! Ho! Heee!! 

Sheesh! 
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thank all those people out there 
who have made CRAZY the maga¬ 
zine it currently is... we'd like to 
thank Harvey Shlemback of Os¬ 
wego, for stapling this issue to¬ 
gether. We mustn't forget Silvia 
Wartface who bravely went out 
during a blinding blizzard to bring 
coffee back to the CRAZY crew, 
and least, but hardly last, we'd 
like to thank the guys at Sick and 
Cracked Magazine for making it 
possible lor us to produce such 
high class material 
And now, for the startling se¬ 
cret behind Sanchez of the Mail 
Room as promised last issue. Lis¬ 
ten carefully because we don't 
want to raise our voices, but, 
pssstt... pssttt... psss... yeah, 
really—it’s all true, cross our 
hearts and hope we cough. 



And introducing each and everyone of our ridiculous rejected stories are: 


Smilin' Stan Lee Marvelous Marv Wolfman Rascally Roy Thomas 




Crazy 

X\liEs It AqAirv! 

The movie industry has its Os¬ 
cars. TheT.V. networks have their 
Emmies, and the comic mag biz 
have their SHAZAMS! And once 
again CRAZY takes the prizes 
and runs. 

Nominees for the best humor 
writer for 1973 were Roy Thomas, 
Marv Wolfman, Stu Schwartzberg 
and Steve Skeates. And wouldn't- 
cha know—? there was a tie vote, 
with Stu and Steve taking the 
duo honors, Nominees for best 
humor penciler were Bob Foster, 
Mike Ploog, Larry Hama, and 
Marie Severin, and the winner 
once again Was our impish Art 
Editor, Marie. 

Lastly, for best humor inker, the 
nominees were Herb Trimpe, 
Russ Heath, John Severin (yeah, 
Marie's big brother) and Ralph 
Reese. Winner; rambunctious 
Ralph himself. 

Congrats to all the winners... 
CRAZY men all! 


I told you after the first issue, 
and I'll tell you again after this 
fifth issue: FANTASTIC! That's 
what I think about your magazine. 
When I first saw CRAZY I proba¬ 
bly thought the same thing every¬ 
one else was thinking ... here 
comes another imitator of MAD. 
You have developed your own 


style, taste, and humor. Articles 
on Mooses, Streaking, and all 
your take-offs and satires have 
really caught my eye. I also en¬ 
joy your Who's Who and CRAZY 
Editorial. Those are some of the 
reasons why I've subscribed. 

Before I forget, all your covers 
except #3 have been stupendous. 
Especially #5. 

PS. What's happening with 
your Nebbish? I remember sub¬ 
mitting a name back in issue #3. 
Has he been named already? 

BOBANDELMAN 

262 Grover Rd. 

North Brunswick, N.J 


No, the Nebbish hasn’t been 
named yet-but he will be next is¬ 
sue. For all those who've al¬ 
ready submitted your entries, 
make sure you check CRAZY #8. 
For those of you who didn’t sub¬ 
mit an entry, Nyahh Nyahh! 


I really loved CRAZY #5, par¬ 
ticularly Nixonland by Roy Tho¬ 
mas and Vance Rodewalt Per¬ 
haps you should follow it up with 
such gems as Nixxonia's Ameri¬ 
ca, or The Used Car Lot Across 
The Street From 1600 Pennsyl¬ 
vania Avenue. Politickles by To¬ 
ny Isabella and Dick Wright also 
tickled me pink. But why not an 
entire issue dedicated to the 
great political heroes of our coun¬ 
try? (Ed note: If we wore printing 
an article on our great political 


heroes, it would only be half a 
page... maybe.) 

Streaking? Streaking? Yea to 
the tradition of swallowing gold¬ 
fish and attempting to squeeze 
the band.. .instruments and all, 
, into a phone booth. 

STEVE SCHEIBER 
Jackson Heights, N.Y. 



Send all mail, money, 
greeting cards, and 
laundry to: 
CRAZY Magazine 
575 Madison Avenue 
New York, N.Y. 10022 
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Meet Raison Kaine, master of Kung Fooey, master of 
flashbacks and all those other oriental arts. Watch him 
now as one deft flick of his wrist decimates an entire 
100-ton railroad ... as one quick smash with his hand 
devastates an entire town ... one fast clobber with his 
pinky lays waste to the entire old west... 


*The gentle art of maiming and hurting 


friends for below us, nestled in the China hills, is the Shoo Nuff temple where Monks and Priests mass 
tr , Great Pooj! Hear 'em prayin' silently? Hear 'em meditat.n' quietly? 


in silent prayer. 




hear 'em 'cause they're quietly meditatin' and silently prayin' that Raison Kaine doesn't 
massacre ’em with his gentle Oriental art. 












Young Men's 
Chinese 
Association. 


Sorry about 
that one. 


Huzzah! That'll 
teach 'em not to 
steal my fortune 
cookie. 


Is good thing he not 
much older than six 
months, or maybe he 
Kung Fooey apart 
whole Wall of China, 


Who could have known 
when first we bring Kaine 
to humble temple that he 
would so quickly learn 
the ancient ways? 


Aardvatk, you 

still have much 
to learn in ways 
of our people — 
like secret of 
Geshundheit, 
Oriental art of 
nose blowing— 


— or of smiling 
when dagger fa 
on unclad foot. 


Oops, missed! Soddy of 
bean. 


I am so sorry, but I can not teach 
you something that takes many 
years of practice. 


I am alone now, with 
no place to go ... 
no hat to keep my 
head warm... no 
money to get clothing 
from laundry. 


You Raison Kaine? I 
see your "Learn Kung 
Fu" ad on back of 
comic book. You give 
me lessons, ana I 
give you laundry free. 


Come 

back, 

Kaine.. 

Kaine- 
come 
back. 


But, if you 
wish to enroll 
in my class at 
the old 
abandoned 
Y.M.C.A.* it 
will only cost 
you 

18,000,000 

Yen. 


Sorry, but you 
give me lesson 
first. No kickee, 
no shirtee.* * 


... as long as 
the Neilson 
raitings let you 

run, that is. 




you sieai 

wrong 

Now you 

laundry 

will be 

bag ... you 

hunted 

steal 

wherever 

Emperor's 

you run... 

Nephew's 

however 

clothing 

long you 

bag. 

run... 





















































































































Hinmmm. Not rilin' you 
up yet, eh? Well, 
howzabout if ah does 
the worstest torture 
of 'em all-? 


Look, Kaine, we're 
gonna have a fight. 

First I'm gonna 
insult your heritage 
something fierce— 


NO! 

Anything 

but 

that. 


Namely, make ya listen 
to "Johnny Mann’s 
Stand Up And Cheer" 
TV shows for the rest 
of your natural life? 


no more 


HUZZAH! 


flashback 


It is lucky I am 
such a peaceful 
person, or else 
West may never 
live long enough 
to be OLD West! 


somewhere. 


Thas right, son. Ah'm gonna 
take you out for good ole 
America. Y'see, son, this here's 
a decent country, and we 
don't want any of you 
laundry thieves roamin' around 
on good ole American soil. 


Wull, Mister— 
Y'ain't gonna 
beat me up, 
ya commie 
pervert! 


Now turn slowly, 
son, or I'll blow 
them Chinski brains 
of yours back 
to Pinko-town. 
Understand? 














































'Cept maybe I get in 
more trouble if I 

didn't wear clothing. 


Why could they not 
let things alone? 
Why did they have 
to have a second 
dumb Kung Fooey story? 


I am getting 
so mad it almost 
makes me want to 
return laundry and 
forget tho whole 
furshlugginer 


I am tired of all 
this violence... 
all this stupidity. 


Here, at last, I am at peace 
with myself -groove on 
my own head, so 
to speak. 


Huzzah! It is! ) 
Here things are 
peaceful. Here 
I can be content.. 

Be one with nature, 
even skinny dip 
if I want to. 


Can it be? Can 
this place, so far 
from civilization, 
so far from people.. 
so far from Neiison 
Ratings— 


Five months 

I walk desert, 
oasis, and 
Warner Brothers 
backlots. But- 




■can this be what 
I seek all these 
long, agonizing 
months? 


I can feel it in 
my bones. There 
shall be no more 
violence... no more 
fighting. Just peace, 
quiet, tranquility. 




















Writer: WARREM EMERY 
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My Dear Jane: 

I am pained to have to in¬ 
form you that our so—called mar¬ 
riage is finished. I'll admit 
that I haven’t been a completely 
satisfactory husband to you in 
one or two minor respects, but 
your actions have been utterly 
irresponsible. Day after day 
you go riding off somewhere, 
leaving me all by myself, or 
else you're wandering around in 
the woods like a wild animal. 
Also, I don't like the idea of 
you bothering my groundskeeper, 
Mellors, all the time. He's got 
a Job to do, and by having to be 
polite and talk to you, he's not 
getting his work done. It’s nice 
and democratic of you to take 
such an interest in a servant, 
but not when he's on my payroll. 

Lord Chatterley 


called- 

' Y( ' " 

Seen Before”? 

J* ... __, . 

ilgrims, 

yer gonna see it 
once more, 'cause here's an article 
that we've rejected from EVER 
using in CRAZY again just because - 
we're sick and tired of seeing 
something we've never seen before 
and couldn't care LESS about 
seeing now. Okay?pookie pookie! 
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This article was originally intended for an earlier issue of CRAZY, but, quite 
frankly, we rejected it for the last five issues because no one cared about how 
you get around New York. After all, you're only gonna be mugged when you 
leave your apartment, providing you haven't been mugged inside your apart¬ 
ment. So what was the need to have a stupid, dumb article like this? 
Anyway, since this is our special reject issue, here goes with one more piece 
of trash. 

GGTTING THE S8@ CITY 

GROUND II Mfr gride loMststa The Big Apple 


PROBLEM: You're trying to enter a subway car 
and some inconsiderate clod inside is blocking 
the way. 



PROBLEM: Let's say you've taken the wife and 
kids to Shea Stadium and there are those rotten 
kids again-hanging out over the various levels, 
spitting on everyone. 



SOLUTION: By employing a "flying wedge" of 

the type used in football, would-be passengers 
are able to move clod to one side. 



SOLUTION: Any automatic or semi-automatic 
weapon will do very nicely in laying down a 
"covering fire," allowing you and your family 
to enter stadium safe and dry. 



Artist: VIC MARTIN 
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Yecch! 


GOAL! 


Time out 
while 1 
bring out a 
new puck. 


I They expected 

rose petals? 


PROBLEM: New York dog poo is legend. Don't be 
stuffy and humorless about It as these people are. 


SOLUTION: Play New York's new fun game! Poo- 
ball! It's a game not unlike hockey. 

I HaviTI 


Just sing that popular anti 
smoking jingle that’s going 
around. 


Contrary to popular belief. New 
Yorkers are very polite. Let's 
say you're annoyed by some 
one's cigarette while watching 


Allow for an occasional grouch. 


a movie. 
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with graffiti is inconsiderate 


Defacing New York 
and it can be dangerous. 


Mom, dad—this 
is Vera. We’re 
getting married 
next week. 


So that's it, gang. Next time 
you're in New York you'll know 
which pitfalls to avoid. Come 
to think of it, maybe next time, 
don't come to the Big Apple! 





vbHMI 














KELLY'S KOCKEYED KANVAS ... part one 


















Here's an article we rejected just because it was stupid. In fact, it was evon stupider than the "Just Plain Folks in our past 
issues. This was the stupidest thing we've ever seen. Yeechl 


JUST 
PLAIN 
FOLKS 
No. 3 

CRAZY’S 
Collection of 
Forgettable 
Characters. 



From the time Basil O'Gawannee was nineteen years - 
old, he had only one ambition in life: to outfit the entire 
United States with clear plastic doorknobs. "That way," 
he said, "people will never try to get into my room, be¬ 
cause they won’t be able to see the doorknob, right? 
Woo woo." 

Basil was bom in 1946, the son of an itinerant pi¬ 
geon-killer and a vaudeville crooner. His father Yubang 
O'Gawannee was the pigeon-killer; his mother, Igwana 
O'Gawannee, was the crooner. They met in 1919 when 
Igwana was playing the Palace Theatre in New York, 
singing her hit song, "Why Don’t We Do It In The Pi¬ 
geon?” Her act concluded with the release of four hun¬ 
dred doves from cages on the stage, and Yubang attract¬ 
ed her attention by going berserk and strangling every 
one of them before the crowd's startled eyes. 

It was love at first sight. Igwana leaped from the 
stage into his arms, just as he was choking the life from 
the final dove. She whispered passionately in his left 
ear, "Make pigeon to me!” He almost strangled her, 
but the police arrived in time. That night, in jail, Yubang 
decided he was madly interested in Igwana, and the 
next day they were married. 

Igwana’s favorite movie star, not surprisingly, was 
Walter Pidgeon, and it was during a Walter Pidgeon 
movie at the Roxy Theatre in Brooklyn that Basil was 
born. The first words ho ever heard were "woo woo," 
which is what his mother always said when she saw 



Writer: STEVE GERBER 


Artist: ROBERT GRAYSMITH 
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Walter Pidgeon. Those words left an indelible stamp on 
his mind. From that day forward, he could not speak a 
sentence without ending it with "woo woo.” Hence, his 
nickname. 



Basil grew to manhood atop the Brooklyn Bridge, 
where his parents abandoned him at the age of nine, 
since he could not croon and he loved pigeons. "I never 
had a room. Woo woo. I desperately wanted one. Woo 
woo. And I didn't want anybody to come in. Woo woo. 

I know it's selfish of me, but all those years on the 
bridge just made me cruel and ruthless. Woo woo.” 

Basil finally came down from the bridge at the age of 
eighteen, when he was spotted by the pilot of a radio 
station traffic helicopter, who reported to his audience, 
"Hey! There's a woo woo living on top of the Brooklyn 
Bridge!" 

Basil tried to get into college, but he failed to pass 
the high school equivalency exam. So he became a 
writer instead. "I wanted to be an accountant, but I 
heard you had to be smart to be that. Woo woo. Any¬ 
body can be a writer. Woo woo." 

He went to work for Milo Phosdum Associates, a 
prestigious Madison Avenue advertising agency, where 
he wrote public relations materials for an abridged 
dictionary. He liked the work, but found it unfulfilling. 
"The only time I ever really enjoyed myself at M.P.A. 
was when Regis Lobo, the creative director, got attack¬ 
ed by Biloxi the Girl Barbarian one night in his office. 
It was Biloxi who turned me on to doorknobs. Woo 
woo." 

The night after the attack, Basil quit his advertising 
job and went to work as a doorknob lobbyist in Wash¬ 
ington. "I'll never forget the time I approached Sena¬ 
tor Kuylip. Woo woo. I said to him, T love pigeons. 
Woo woo. I can't croon. Woo woo. Pass doorknob leg¬ 
islation. Woo woo.’ Woo woo." 

Sure enough, the next day, Senator Fedart Kuylip in¬ 
troduced the Clear Plastic Doorknob Act on the floor of 
the Senate. It was defeated ninety-nine to one within 
ten minutes. "That's because," Basil theorizes, “he in¬ 
troduced it on the floor. Woo woo. Who wants door¬ 
knobs on the floor? Woo woo. He should have intro¬ 
duced it on the door. Woo woo." 



Today, Basil resides in Silver Springs, Maryland, 
just outside Washington, and devotes his full time to 
lobbying. He is hated by every member of both houses 
of Congress, but he considers this an asset. "If they put 
clear plastic doorknobs on the doors of the lobby, I 
won’t be able to get in anymore. Woo woo.” 



Basil is married now to tha former Martha ("Yuk 
Yuk”) Infestus. They have six children: Rambunk (II), 
Pork (10), Hurdy (8), Gurdy (7), Leepid (4), and Basil 
("Woo Woo") Jr. (1). 

We can all admire Basil for his courage, his daring, 
his devotion to his cause. For most of us love pigeons, 
too: precious few of us can croon; and who do you want 
in your room? 

Woo woo. 















AHO HOW 


SOHieTHlHO 


COMPLETELY DUMB; 


What could be dumber than an all-reject issue of CRAZY? How about an all-reject issue that has an eight- 
page non-relect section which you readers can reject if you think it's spoiling this already'law-class mag? 
Well, here it is-all the regular features of CRAZY that you were just crying out for. As for those of you 
who weren't crying out for these regular features, just remove the center pages, and-reject them your- 
selvesl 




































Radio's coming back...in fact, it's blaring out all over the place. So, we at CRAZY Magazine...the humoi 
mag that nine out of ten dentists don't put in their waiting rooms...decided to have our very own radio show, 
which we dumbly call. 


Nonsense, Billy. 
Wliy. I can smell 
our rescue 
approaching us 
right now._ 


Hi Mitch, honey. 
It's me—Mary 
Belle, your 
voluptuous but 
headache-prone 
girl-friend, and 
Lorna — Billy's 
pet Mongoose. 


G-gosh, Mitchell, I'm 
scared! I don't think 
we'll be able to get out 
of this pit before the 
midget menace begins 


Gosh! You were 
right, Mitchell. 
There's Mary 
Belle and 
Lorna. Wow! 
You knew they 
were coming 
just by Lornas 
distinctive 
smell? 


No. By Mary 
Belle’s 
distinctive 
smell. She 
hasn 't bathed 
in six years. Has 

something to do 

with saving 

water for our 

boys overseas. 


Last issue Billy, Mitchell, and Bonzo, 
the dancing nine-foot gorilla, found 
themselves trapped in a gigantic 
watermelon pit while the band of 
deadly Nazi midgets who placed them 
there are about to make everyone in 
the U.S.ofA. into dwarfs. Now, listen 
as our heroes plan their escape ... 


Arc Lorna, 
and I 
going to 
help you 
escape, 
or are [ 
you just I 
going to 
insult 
me? 


Gosh! What will Billy and Mitchell's 
decision be? Can they stop making 
B.O. jokes about Mary Belle? Is it 
already too late to stop America from 
short-changing itself? Don t fail to miss 
our next ridiculous chapter in CRAZ Y#8. 


Yeah, she 
certainly 
does. 

Peweeeeyy! 


Personally 
though—I 
think it 
stinks. 


We’re thinking. 
We 're thinking I 


Well? 


Writer: MARV WOLFMAN 










HISTORY of MOOSEKIND 

Part VII—Moosekind migrates from Moosepotamia to the valleys of the Vulgar River, 
laying the groundwork for the creation of the Union of Soviet Socialist Herds. 


A compact chronology of the Union of 
Soviet Socialist Herds (U.S.S.H.) with Dr. 
Melville Moose, noted Nostologist, Pal¬ 
eontologist, Iconologist and Siberiolo- 
gist. Dr. Moose is recognized as one of 
the world’s leading authorities on the 
Russian Steps. His favorite is the basic 
Box Step and the Two-Step in three- 
quarter time. 

Shanghaied while on tom- in China, Dr. 
Moose has turned up safe and sound ac¬ 
cording to this note received by his wife 
Myrna: 



LEFT: A snapshot of 
Dr. Melville Moose 
during his tour of the 
U.S.S.H. The Soviet 
Tourist Bureau furnished 
him with the traditional 
attire, including woolen 
antler muffs. 


BELOW: The Vulgar 
Boatmooses, navigators 
of the Vulgar River. 
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VLADIMOOSTOK 


SHANGHAI •/ 


ABOVE: Map depicts 
the route Dr. Moose 
took from Shanghai 
to Vladimoostok. 


LEFT: Prehistoric tool 
found near the Vulgar 
River. 07 


Writer & Artist: BOB FOSTER 




In the later 1800’s there was evidence of 
growing opposition to Tsarist rule. The 
Romoosov reign tottered with the out¬ 
break of World. War I in 1914. In February 
of 1914 the Tsar abdicated and a provision¬ 
al government was set up, headed by 
ALEXANTLER MOOSENSKY. 

In April of 1917 opposition to the pro¬ 
visional government appeared in the form 
of the BULLSHEVIK PARTY, led by VLADI¬ 
MIR ILICH ELKONOV. Elkonov changed 
his name to NIKOLAI MOOSIN, enabling 
him to win the acceptance of the Moosko- 
vites. A contemporary named JOSEPH 
VISSONOVAVICH DJUGASHMOOSI, who 
changed his name to JOE VISSONOVA¬ 
VICH DJUGASHMOOSI, collaborated with 
Nikolai Moosin to strengthen the Bull- 
shevik Party. 


LEFT: The 
symbol of the 
Bullshevik 
Party 


These two advocated adherence to the 
communistic doctrines of KARL MOOX. 

The Bullsheviks retained power and on 
December 30, 1922, founded the Union of' 
Soviet Socialist Herds. 

Nikolai Moosin died in 1924, and with 
the death of Joe Djugashmoosi in 1953, 
NIKITA MOOSCHEV became chairman of 
the Party. 




Bullshevik Party leaders review troops during a 
May Day parade in front of the Krumlin. 


LEFT: The seat of 
power for the 
U.S.S.H. is 
the Krumlin 
in Moscow. 




KARL MOOX 


NIKOLAI MOOSIN 


JOE DJUGASHMOOSI 









Other artifacts recovered alone the 
Vulgar River dating from about 700 BC 
show the influence of Greek art. Thus it 
is known that the earliest Russians had 
contact with the Greeks. 

Around 300 BC. Iranian-Mongrel herds 
known as the SARMOOSIANS dominated 
the region. After brief periods of conquest 
and rule by various tribes such as the 
KWAZARS, the VULGARS. and the 
SCHWARTZS, the breed that became mas¬ 
ter of the region was the SLOBS, who had 
immigrated mom Eastern Slobbovia. 


The Vikings, led by Norse warrior ROOR- 
IK the MOOSE, began to rule the region in 
862 AD, the year often accepted as the 
year of the founding of Russia as a na¬ 
tion. 


ABOVE: A Vulgar River Pot dated 700 BC shows evi¬ 
dence of Greek influence on early Russian craftsmen 


Soon the city of Elkiev along the Ndiaper 
River became the seat of rule for the re¬ 
gion. In 1147 PRINCE VLADIMIR MONO¬ 
MOOSE established a new capital at the 
present day location of the city of MOOS- 
COW. 


from the film ALEXANTLER 


BELOW: A scene 
NEVSKIER by Sergei M. Eisenmoose 


In 1240 the Mongrel Herds burned Elk¬ 
iev and those who fled the attacks migrat¬ 
ed northward. 


In 1242 German Teutonic Knights were 
defeated on frozen LAKE PRIAPUS by 
PRINCE ALEXANTLER NEVSKIER. 


From 1505 to 1533 Russia was ruled with 
an iron hoof by IVAN the MOOSE, the first 
Tsar. He married a commoner, ANTLAS- 
TASIA ROMOOSOV. This paved the way 
for the long reign of Romoosov rule that 
began in 1613. 












ABOVE: IVAN MOOSLOV creates 
the conditioned reflex. 


BELOW: BORIS PASTUREMOOSE, 
author of “Doctor Mooshvago”. 



During Mooschev’s period of party 
leadership, Russia and the United 
Herds of America became rivals in both 
the arms race and the space race. 

He was succeeded in 1964 by LEO¬ 
NID MOOZHNEV, who is party leader 
today. 



Party leader 
Mooschev and 
United Herds’ 
Vice President 
Richard M. 
Mooson 
engage in the 
historic 
“Bathroom 
Debate” in 1957. 


Also in 1957 the 

U.S.S.H. 

launched 

MOOSNIK, 

the first 

man-made 

object 

to orbit the 

Earth. 



LEFT: 1972 Olympic Gold 
Medalist ANATOLI MOOSUP- 
CHUK, winner of the hammer 
throw. 


BELOW: Dr. Melville Moose 
discovers a world-renowned 
Russian beverage called Vod¬ 
ka. 








Girl Asleep by Johannes Vermeer (1632-1675) 


KELLY'S KOCKEYED KANVAS... part two 

THE OTHER SIDE OF 

THE PAINTING! 


Gee, wasn't that other Kockeyed Kalamity just fantastic? Well, we're gonna top it this time, art-groupies. 
Y'see, the purpose behind this reversed-canvas was to show the other side of this famous painting — 

— that is, the side you never get to see —or, namely, what you would see if you were standing behind 
the painting looking at what is in front of it. You got that? You really do? 

Good, then explain it to us! 

Now, turn the page and take a gander at this monument to man’s ascension from the apes! 
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THE DUMBER SIDE OF 
THE PAINTING! 




Gee, isn't this cute? We mean, isn’t it just fantastic the way the 
woman’s husband is sneaking out the door towards his lovely 
chambermaid-in-waiting? 


That's really a riot! Ho! Hee! Ha! Ha! 
C'mon, laugh, willya? 

Oh, you won't? 
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The following article was rejected for several reasons. 

First off, after making an exhaustive search of the Presidential 
Tapes, we discovered that this is all lies. Yes, you better 
believe it—nothing in this entire article is the truth. After 
all, how could a humor mag like CRAZY worm its way into 
the President's deepest files and discover the real dirt on the 
Watergate Tapes? So, don't believe what you read here . . . 
it couldn't be true. It just couldn't be.(Snicker snicker!) 


Writer: STEVE GERBER 


Artist: DICK WRIGHT 






Introduction 

I. How the White House Was Bugged 

The placing of the taping mechanisms in the President’s Oval Office was executed with 
such subtlety that even the most perceptive member of his staff would not have been able to 
spot them. (See Figure 1.) 

The kleig lights, boom microphone, Mitchell camera (no relation to John), and the 14-man 
sound crew all were camouflaged, painted and/or dressed to blend in with the walls. 

The tape machinery was activated automatically whenever the President sat down in the 
chair at his desk. The sound from his whoopee cushion, placed thereon, was the secret cue. 

The telephone was also bugged. The secret word_cue which started the tapes rolling in this 
case was, “I am the President; this is a recording," spoken in Mr. Nixon’s voice. 


II. The Real Dirt 

We discovered a cache of three tapes hidden behind the White House furnace, contained in 
a box marked: “Don’t Ever Let Anybody Hear Any of This!!’’ But the janitor and token Furnace 
Worshipper on the White House staff, Coswok Harboloy, agreed to turn these tapes over to us 
because, in his words, “Why not?” 

Each tape, we found, contained highly revealing information regarding the Watergate 
affair, the alleged Milk Deal, the Plumbers’ organization, and one hitherto unknown 
scandal—an attempt to purchase the entire state of California and sell it back to Spain at a 
loss. 

On the following pages, you will read our transcripts of these conversations. In editing these 
transcripts, we employed the guidelines of the Comics Code Authority. Hence, all profanity, all 
scenes of nudity, torture, and sadism, and all references to the walking dead have been 
omitted. 



E: Heavy traffic. 

H: Hope she didn’t deep-six our lunch instead of the 
secret plans to bomb (inaudible) off the map 
P: Can we get back to business, fellows? 

E: Yeah. The milk .. . 

H: Did you order milk, John? With a Big Mac? 
Yecch! 


Conversation #1: Milk, Burgers, & Bugs 


SOUND: Whoo-PEE! 

P: (singing) I wanna be happy .. . but 1 can’t be 
happy. .. ’til 1 (expletivedeleted) you over royally.. 
dee dee dum ... Is Pat back with the (expletive de 
leted) burgers yet? 
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John E&rllchrrart—former assistant to the President 
for domestic affairs, particularly those engaged in by the 
President's Democratic adversaries and certain loose 
women, (E) 


Richard Milhous Nixon—President of the United 
States, noted primarily for his achievement of peace 
with honor, his opening of relations with the People's 
Republic of China, and his jowls. CP) 


P: He means the milk. 

H: Oh, the price-hike .. . our explanation for let¬ 
ting them raise the price of milk . . . oh, that. . . 

E: I've been thinking about it public-relationswise, 
I mean, we can’t go the hang-out route. We can't just 
say we did it in return for (inaudible!. So I was think¬ 
ing. . . if the public . . . if we could show them higher 
milk prices are a good thing . . . 

P: Yes. I like that. Why are they a good thing? 

E: Better milk. Cows will give better milk if they're 
happier cows. We can say that the increase will be 
used to buy a forty-room mansion for every cow in 
America. 

P: To make the cows happier. Yes. 1 like that. 
What’s new on Watergate? 

E: We just rendered inoperative our statement that 
the bugs in DNC (Democratic National Committee 
Headquarters) were planted by the Canadian gov¬ 
ernment. We need a new (inaudible). 

P: How ’bout Peru? 

E: I had in mind someone local. 

P: Spiro. 

E: Who? 

H: What about the Frito Bandido? A Mexican to 
balance out our Cubans. 

(PN enters.) 

PN: I'm back with the (expletive deleted burgers, 
dear. Who gets the cheeseburger with the bananas? 

P: Pat . . . what's your feeling on mansions for the 
cows? 


PN: Not these cows, Dick. They’re already ground 
up and dead and cooked . . . 

P: Cows in general, you (expletive deleted) in a 
cloth coat! 

PN: Up your jowls! (Laughter) But, seriously . 
I'm for it. We should sell San Clemente to a cow. 

E: Too late. That went to Spain, along with the rest 
of linaudible). 

Conversation #2: 

Covering Up Dirty Laundry 


SOUND: Whoo-PEE! 

D: Sir, there is a cancer growing on the Presidency. 

P: Don't worry. Agnew will be taken care of after 
the election. 

D: I'm referring to Watergate, sir. I suspect there is 
far more to the story than— 

P: So write me a memo, John. I've got more 
important— 

D: I believe it would require more than a memo, sir, 
too— 

P: All right, all right! So go to Camp David and 
write a whole report. Do anything! Just get off my 
(inaudible) about it, already! 

D: Whatever you say, sir. 

P: Just so long as you don’t expect me to read it. 1 
have a tough enough time just keeping up with the 
really important affairs of this nation—like the foot¬ 
ball standings. 



H.R. (Bob) Haldeman—former White House chief of 
staff, former California advertising man, himself a walk¬ 
ing commercial for a barber shop. (H) 


John Dean III—the President's former counsel. He's 
the one who finked. (0) 




David Eisenhower— 

The President's 
son-in-law, sporlswriter 
and well-known 
prude. (I) 



Julie Nixon 
Eisenhower— 

the President's 
daughter. She still 
believes him. (J) 



Pat Nixon— the 

President's wife, 
who is bored by 
all this Watergate 
nonsense, impeachment 
nonsense, and nonsense 
in general. She wears 
Republican cloth coats, 
even .when it's warm 
out. (PN) 


D: They’re asking for hush money, you know. 

(PN enters) 

PN: Your shirts are back from the Chinese laun¬ 
dry, Dick. But I think they shortchanged me. 

P: Okay, Pat. How much? 

D: Maybe as much as a million. 

PN: He did! He shortchanged me thirty-five cents! 
P: Who was at the cash register? 

D: Cash register? 

PN: I don’t know. All those (inaudible) look alike to 
me. But I think he had a moustache. A Fu Manchu 
moustache. 

D: They’re also talking about executive clemency. 

P: Moustache. That should be Wong. Definitely 

Wong. , .. 

D: Then I should tell them we can t raise the 

money? 

PN: Should I go back and get the thirty-five cents 
they (religious reference deleted) me out of? 

P: A million. No. We can get that. 

PN: What million? Cents? Thirty-five (expletive 

deleted) cents! . 

D: Then I should go ahead and raise money, sir' 
PN: They yell at me when I ask them to retotal the 

bill. Maybe 1 should just forget it. 

P: Yes, yes . . . anything to keep them quiet. 

PN: Okay, then. I’ll forget the thirty-five— 

P: I wasn’t talking to you. Just wait a minute! 

PN: You always say that! You never talk to me 
anymore you big (expletive deleted) jowl! 

P: (expletive deleted), Pat—shut up! 

PN: Oh, go (expletive deleted) yourself. 

P: (expletive deleted), off You’re dumb! 

PN: (expletive deleted), I didn’t marry you for your 
intellect! 

P: Tough (inaudible)! 

D: What about the cancer on the Presidency, sir? 

P: (inaudible), John. 

Conversation #3: Enemies & Leaks 

SOUND: Whoo-PEE! 

D: So far. I’ve got CBS, the Senate, and the entire 
population of the Commonwealth of Massachusetts 
down on the list. Anyone else you’d care to add, sir? 

P: Longhairs . . . dope fiends . . . anyone who 
reads ... 

D: Right. Should’ve thought of those. 

E: Dick, word has leaked out that Pat’s cloth coats 
are fur-lined. 

P: (expletive deleted)! This keeps up and my credi¬ 



bility will be nil! We must maintain the credibility of 
this office . .. the integrity of this office. Call the 
plumbers and have them beat the (expletive deleted) 
out of the (characterization deleted) who talked! I 
won’t have any rampant truth-telling in this 
administration! 

(J enters) 

J: No matter what anyone says, Daddy, I believe 
you. I’ll tell the world I believe you. Believe me, I 
believe you. You gotta believe. I believe I believe. 

P: You haven’t been shooting off your mouth about 
your mother’s coats, have you? 

J: Checkers is dead, daddy. 

P: And don’t you forget it, little pickle. 

E: They’re worried about your mental health now, 
Dick. 

D: My mental health?! That’s absurd. I’m fully in 
control of all the light bulbs, aren’t I, pencil? John, 
about that list. . .just write down "EVERYBODY” in 
big red letters. We have no friends. Only enemies. 
The whole garden is out to get me. The potatoes, the 
tomatoes, the asparagus, the gorillas. They're all 
coming for us. Audit all their tax raisins! 

D: What? 

P: I am not a crook. I am a liar, a cheat, a mattress 
to society, but I am not a rug! It’s old (characteriza¬ 
tion deleted) like Ervin who are the real carpets! 

E: You mean "culprits,” don’t you, sir? 

P: Right. The real hens! Take Ted Kennedy, for 
example. He gets away with deep-sixing a (allegation 
deleted), and nobody complains. But me—I can’t 
shred (reference to bodily functions deleted) without 
their jumping all over me. They go out on boats and 
have orgies—Democratic orgies on boats, out there in 
the Sahara—and they call me insane! 

J: I believe you, and so does David. 

P: A fat (expletive deleted) lot of good that does me! 
Two votes' 

J: Four, Daddy. Remember . . . ? 

P: That still won’t stop the spaghetti! Or those 
meatballs in the media! Eventually, they’re going to 
stuff me in a Polaris submarine sandwich and MIRV 
me. You can bet your sweet turtle! I'll be up there, 
hanging from the piano, twisting slowly, slowly in 
the rummage! They hate me! They all hate me! And I 
hate them! I'm gonna kill ’em all! Point me toward 
the nearest button! I’ll press anything! 

(J lifts her blouse) 

J: Belly button, doodah. 

P: Right! I am not a crook! Only a per— 

SOUND: Whoo-PEE! 
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KELLY'S KOCKEYED KANVAS ... part three 


THE WORLD S FIRST 
BUBBLE-BLOWING CONTEST! 



Blowing Bubbles by Jean Baptiste-Simeon Chardin (1699-1779) 



Now, friends and fans alike, you’re probably going to ask yourself how we 
came up with the incredible joke you are about to witness. Well, we were 
sitting around the CRAZY offices one day popping PEZes from our Mickey 
Mouse Pez Dispenser and staring at this world-famous painting trying to 
wrack our minds for a humorous bit for this Kockeyed Kanvas. 

Well, Sanchez of the Mail Room wandered into the vast CRAZY offices, took 
a look at the picture, and came up with an utterly fantastic idea. He said, 
“Why don't you have a painting with him blowing bubbles over a team 
of eleven hundred elephants all wearing tutu s and dancing on their toes. In 
the background we show the bubbles falling over the city, and every elephant 
balancing a bubble on its trunk." 


We sent this wonderful joke to Kelly Freas and Kelly had only one expletive 
deleted word for it, and so sent back the following gag . .. 
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THE OTHER SIDE 
OF THE PAINTING 




Isn't this hysterical? Isn't this absolutely the last Kockeyed Kanvas Katastrophe 
you'll ever want to see again? 

Well, don't worry, it will be . . . 'cause we've just rejected it permanently! 

And, in fact, we've just rejected the idea of ever having a reject issue again! 
Ya better believe it, kimosavees! 
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The Exorcist is making it big these days, proving to everyone that hor¬ 
ror movies are in. So, we now have every other Hollywood producer rush¬ 
ing to their local bookstores to find 'hot' stuff to turn into stomach- 
wrenching flicks starring such well-known personalities as Robert Bed¬ 
ford and others. 

Well, we decided to see what one of these flicks would look like, but af¬ 
ter receiving both the story and art, we figured the whole idea was a bomb. 
Therefore, we now present our rejected version of . .. 
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Where's Lou the 
jailer with my 
water? Where's 
my water, Lou? 


(Groan) 
That was 

terrible! 


tt 


1 Harken! And 

Ya lissenin 1 

n .o u_L*) 

see how calmly 
• and sanely 1 

1 tell you the 

L li,r irw 

mm 
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7T H rUV nun : 

Ya takin' it 
-™ 1 1 oil down. 
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Writer; STU SCHWARTZBERG 




Artists: MIKE PLOOG & FRANK CHIARAIMONTE 


Stay thy coaxing, Mr. Poe. You shal 
hear the whole story in due time, 
my good fellow! 


Mm 


At first I did not know why the old man vexed me. Envy was 
not the answer. Though he had gold and I had none, I was 
content with my lot! 
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I returned to the perusal of my book 
and there he was! Staring at me will) 
that hideous eye! I gasped aloud, my 
recent repast ol becns giving further 

voice to my shock! 


The answer came one night when the old 
man engaged in a bit of badinage the old 
tap-fhe-other-shoulder trick. 


I was an old trick, but fatigued trc 
hours ol reading, I turned finding 
one there, of course. 


He stood there, tounting me with that 
vulture's eye! A pale, blue eye it was 
with a film over it! 


I opened the creaky, musty old door of 
the medicinal chest and there wos the 
old man and his accursed eye! 


By the next dawn, the villainous deed 
was forgotten. I awoke cheery to brush 
the evening’s melancholia from my 
mouth .. . 


The old man was beside 
himself with laughter- 
while I made a three- 
point landing 
around the room! 


Would you believe mo, Mr. Poe, when I 
tell you the gift was a picture of himself? 
Flaunting that dumb, crummy eye! 


the days that followed, the old man 
seemed genuinely sorry. He even 
covered that evil eye. 


pMSEE 


It's a stag film —"The 
Willing Pupil" starring 
Iris Retina. 


You! I 


le in between .. 
the pit and the 
pendulum 


You were expecting 
maybe a deodorant 
commercial? 


I regret the discomfort 
I've caused you. 
Please accept this gift! 


GNGGGI! 















































The next next night, I |es' stomped 


Then, I guess I just 
sortci Heh-Heh 


The next night, I tound the right 
room! I spent on hour on tip toes 
getting there, on hour turning the 
latch, and an hour just slipping my 
head through the door.. . 


CORKFD 

OFF! 


lit after next next, I 

gam with a candle! 


The old man lied! It HI 
hasnt been fixed! SK 


But my match didn't cast enough 
light! 


Okay, Mr. Poe I waited a whole 
week an then it was nitty gritty 

time, bobyl I moved in quietly 
with 1000 candlepower! 


Awright, so I lied! But 
I'm having it worked on! 
I gotta service contract 
for it! Really! 
















My light revealed his eye —still unfixed! 
There was no turning back now! 




T'was the night 
before Christmas 
and all through 
the house, not... 


Whatzat? There’s 
somebody out there? 


W-wait! I know 
what the story is! 


WRONG STORY 
you o\‘ FUTZU 


Shaddap! 


The die is cast, old L-* Sic semper 
man! fl tyrannis! 


When, in the 
course of human 


events 


First, f perform a 
smart pirouette 
on your nose — 


In other words, ma' 
have this dance? 


over 























After killing the old man, I hid his 
body in the space 'neath the 
floorboards! How ingenious I 
thought! 


But there wasn't any space neath 
the floorboards! The old man had 
alien clean through into the parlor! 


I repaired (he ceiling and buried him 
under the parlor floor. But several hours 

later — 




To make the pie crust, 
we roll out the dough 
from the center. 


Who could 

that be? 


Begging your pardon, sir, we're here 
to investigate a report of screaming 
and lots of furniture being moved. 


Come in, officers 
I've nothing to 
hide!_ 


Somethin' strange 
went on ‘ere last 
nightl I'm sure of 



















A thumping began- 
from beneath the 
floor, Mr. Poe . .. 


I tried to cover the sound by 
singing some old favorites. 


The old man's tattletale fellin' heart 
grow louder! I couldn't let them hear 


You see, I was doing some 
spring cleaning Iasi night 
and one of the springs got 
away from me, so— 


Strange? 

Everything's in 
I assure yo 


yourselves! 


S'cuse the noise 
folks — 

neighborhood's 
simply rife with 
rabbits! 


They like 
to live under 
floorboards, 
y'know! 


Yawn! 
Guess I'll 
turn in! 




















Wmmmm 


Bump: 


wm^ p 


Thump 


I told 

you it was 

rabbits! 


Wait! They usually 
quiet down when 
I dance for them! 


That's 

absurd! 


Say, what is that 
curious thumping? 


Sounds like somebody's heart 
— somebody's tattletale heart 
tryin' to tell us somethin'! 


Villains! Stop toying with me! You know It's 
. *' ir on me ! 


Look then! See his 
body and that 
wretched eye that 
drove me to kill him! 


the old men's heart putting the fingei 


And I was all 
set to buy the 
rabbit story! 


The judge 
chucked the 
both of us in 
here outa 
sheer disgust! 

But l‘m not 
crazy! I’m not! 


But being 
buried under 
the parlor 
floor had 
driven him 
quite insane, 
you see! 


You will 
be, boy. 
Look over 
here! 
Lookit 

my eye, boy! 


But he wasn't dead, Mr. Poe! The 
fall through the floor had started 
his heart up again! 












You've seen the MOOSE... but y'ever wonder 
what we rejected before the Moose ever ant¬ 
lered his way into these pages. ..Well, take a 
look at BOB FOSTER’S other craziness... 
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EDITORIAL 


A lot of people are talking today, just like they were yesterday. They will probably be talking tomorrow, too. People talk every day, 
almost, except Knortsday, which doesn't count unless you're a native Yugoslavian. 

The difference, of course, is that today, people are talking more and more about impeachment. And we at CRAZY have 
discovered that very few of those talking people realize all the staggering implications of that burning issue. 

In fact, most folks do not understand precisely what impeachment is. So, here and now, we’re going to make it perfectly clear. 

Impeachment means turning somebody into a peach. 

Anyone can be impeached—the President of the United States, your parents, your school principal, your milkman, even the 
dogcatcher! (But not the dogs he catches. Dogs can't turn into peaches. They can, however, be implummed, which is somewhat 
more difficult, though that issue is less fuzzy.) 

How does one go about an impeachment—without causing permanent psychological impearment? The process has its pitfalls. 

For example, let's say you’ve chosen to impeach yourgrandmother. First, you must get two-thirds of the house to agree that she 
may have committed high crimes, misdemeanors, or bad chicken soup during her tenure as a granny. So, call together everyone 
in your house and take a vote. If two out of three hate granny’s chicken soup or think she’s a crook, you're okay. 

Now you must convince two-thirds of any available senate that your charge is true. To do this, kidnap one hundred people off the 
street and bring them into your house. Throw off your clothes and dance insanely around the room until sundown. If granny has five 
o'clock shadow at that time, it’s proof she is impeachable. If she casts no shadow, it means she is a vampire; kill her instantly. 

The procedure is slightly different in the case of dogcatchers and Presidents. For dogcatchers, two-thirds of the house must 
agree his dogs have tapeworms. For Presidents, they must agree he is the worm with the tapes. 

Have fun with your impeachment proceeding, fans. If you impeach enough people, you may soon have a peach tree, and then 
you can get to the root of the problem, which is beer. Root beer. 

Next issue: a quickie dissertation on imrootment and imbeerment. Til then, skoll! Steve Gerber, Guest Editorialist 


IN THE EIGHTH 
ECCHY ISSUE OF 


you can expect to see the following witty, 
humorous, and droll articles, written and illus¬ 
trated for your amusement. 


POLICE STORY 

Oh, how exciting is the world of the Cop . . . 
how thrilling is the day-by-day adventures that 
the man on the beat has .. . how exciting,and 
how dumb. 


KASPAR THE DEAD BABY 

You've read his thrilling adventures for years 
... but now you'll learn why he's such a 
friendly ghost . . . and who was responsible for 
murdering him. Defintely not for the 
squeamish. 


SERPIKETTE 

She prowls the corridors where evil walks . . . 
and then . .. then when evil comes closer . .. 
she stumbles. Yes, you bet—it's the all-new 
photo-adventures of the female fuzz herself. 


Plus: 

A host of hilarious ha-ha's, a gallery of groovy 
giggles, and even a couple of yoks or three... 
all for a measley 40 cents. You can hardly do 
worse. 


All this and other pieces of trash from the 
magazine that dares to be dumb. Tripping to 
your newsstand on October 29. 
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Can you spot the Crazy reader? 


c^v M 4GAz(NE 

Not foR^ 


‘ ^]) j | / g\ ( | > newsstand has 

I I) Tl i\ ft 1 \ Y \ a 9 immick - 

Find the one who doesn't. 1 . No way. He’s 
"Wheeler" Dealer, news vendor. Gimmick: Drives 
away customers so he can go back to reading latest 
issue of Men's Sweat. H is mag drives 'em away, too, 
with titles like "I Was aTeenage Storm-Trooper in a 
Girls Dormitory,' 2. Not Louella Rubella, hard-luck 
housewife. Gimmick: Cries more tears than a 
truckload of crocodiles. Her mag, Blue Confessions, 


comes printed on Bounty Towels. 3. Nope. He's Dick 
Shunnary, College Bowl dropout. On probation for 
cheating at Scrabble. Reads Clunky Crosswords 
backwards, so he sees the answers first. 4. Not Tex 
Tosterone, summa-cum-laude graduate of Masters & 
Johnson. Pursues studies every Saturday night in 
local drive-in. Reads Sexy-Alleyway mag, when his 
mother isn't home. 5. Right on. Nebbish N. Nebbish 
reads Crazy magazine. Enjoys the perfidious 
parody, the scintillating satire, the hellzapoppin 
humor. Also believes in executive privilege. 6. 

Starr Gayzer. Beads Silver Screen-Door, the mag 
that shows you howto sneak into TV-stars’ homes. 
Has only certified autographs of all four Apple’s 
Way''dogs 


Crazy Magazine 
It’s not for everybody* 

(It tries, but it just don’t make it.) 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Crazy Magazme U Dangerous To Menial Health 


CRAZY Magazine 

Marvel Magazines (Subscription Dept.) 

575 Madison Ave. New York, N.Y. 10022 

Yes! Save me from the Newsstand Weirdoes! Enclosed is $3.50 
for 7 issues of CRAZY ($4.00 in Canada; $5.50 in foreign parts), 
in check or money order. 

Name. 


Address. 


Writers: Roy and Jean Thomas 


Artist: Marie Severin 

















COMMERCIALS THAT DRIVE YOU CRAZY MO. 0 



(Groan) This Is heaven! 
(Moan) I hope Mr. Wiffle 
doesn't catch us again! 


I don't see 
Mr. Wiffle Ground¬ 
less squeeze the 


Look, Grace — 
it's Charming Tissue! 

It's so squeezably soft! 


Yeah! He really seemed 
upset last time, Mary. 


I warned you, 
you miserable 
fools! 


Run, Mary- 
he's gone 

mad! 


Oh NO! 

Don't shoot 


Mother of Mercvl 
He's got a gun! 


Didn't I tell you 
weirdo broads to 
stop getting off on 
my Charming Tissue? 


kept warning them 
I kept warning 
them but they 

wouldn't listen. 


Come along, Mr, Wiffle 


And where do you think you're going? 


We know, 
Mr. Wiffle. 

We know! 



Charming. 

for 


i ( 1 

I L-' 

'/ If . MkV*' J 




9, i 

A J M. 

l*S ; 


Wfl 


•\VJ 

k 


iW 


MB 

> 




































































